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by Cindy Brandner

But then the tempo changed
and the mood in the room
shifted, tensed and heightened
with some expectation she
couldn’t understand and the
music, as was inevitable she
would later see, entered the
hinterland of Republican paean.
Music of the defeated, the rising
up, the spiritual sturm und drang
of a nation too long and well
acquainted with the taste of losing.
Songs of bards, poets, writers,
lemmings and wartriors, which all
somehow in Ireland managed to
amount to one profession.
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BOWL O‘F Cecu's

Mermaid in

a Bowl of Cears

Cindy Brandner

by Cindy Brandner

Another flash and he saw that her
eyes were closed and knew she was
fathoms deep, gone into that far
kingdom where valleys ran a hundred
miles wide and mountains would
seemingly reach the moon if they
were not rooted to the ocean floor.
Born to the sea she was, a mermaid
in a bowl of tears. And he with his

feet planted firmly in the earth.
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